KABLOONA
Even in the most sophisticated of us there is a deposit of
human naivete that is ineradicable. To think/ a man will say
to himself as he lies on a sub-tropical beach in February, 'to
think that three days ago I was fighting my way against a snow-
storm at home!' My own reflections were often of this simple-
minded order, but with a higher degree of intensity. I, a child
of civilization, had wandered in the course of a few weeks into
the Stone Age. This was I who squatted beside a stone vessel
in which seal-oil burned and gave off its warmth and light. I
who had so lately been surrounded by Paris, by all that Paris
means, sat here clad in the skins and furs of animals in a shelter
built of snow, in a land and a season where a temperature of
forty degrees below zero was the normal thing — and I was re-
laxed, content, happy. I was at peace with myself; and surely
of all things in the world the rarest is a civilized man at peace
with himself. Grant that it was simple. Say it was as simple as
getting from London to Cannes or from Boston to Nassau, in
February (which it was not). Still, it was no less strange for
that. If this was I, where was that other I that belonged to
France, loved ease and warmth, read and argued and was the
prey of intellectual restlessness? And if that other was I, who
was this that sat chatting and laughing with the Eskimos in
the igloo?
Let me excuse this intrusion of the first person singular by a
word of explanation. My concern, in this book, is not primarily
with my own wanderings or state of mind. My concern is with
the Eskimo, with his life and traits, his broodings and rumina-
tions, his invincible serenity in the face of the hardest physical
existence lived by man anywhere upon earth. It was because of
the simplicity and directness of his existence that I went into
the Arctic to live with him; and living with him was not easy.
Hardest of all was not the severity of the climate, not the inten-
sity of the cold, not the physical anguish which, often, I endured
as every man from Outside must endure it. The cold was a
problem; but a very much more difficult problem was the
Eskimo mentality. There was no getting on with the Eskimo

